CHAPTER II
Surrender
IT was late April, and at last the end had come. The
morning of the 2Qth dawned dull and hot and
still I was away before dawn in the palm-groves
destroying regimental records, and burning rifles and
ammunition in the dug-outs there. The air was fall
of futile pops and loud explosions. With a loud dron-
ing whirr, half a breech-block from a burst gun sailed
over, wiped away the head of one of a number of Arabs
who sat watching us, and buried itself in a pile of tents.
The rest of the Arabs, still eyeing us like scavenger
dogs, moved rapidly away. As they passed, one picked
up a rifle from a pile and made off, I made after him.
The cur snarled back at me and threatened me, and
his friends closed in evilly on me from each side. I
was working in my shirt-sleeves and was unarmed, I
could see murder in their cruel eyes. Snatching up an
axe that lay close by I made at the man, and the steel
bit into his skull as into a pine log. The snarl went
out of the faces of his companions. They salaamed
respectfully and disappeared.
We had almost completed our work when I saw
that the Arab population was streaming out of the
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